THE SCENE IS CHANGED

earliest recollection of Stendhal's infancy was biting his
nurse's cheek when she asked him too sentimentally for a
kiss.   Mine is that of casting off socialism and the Fabians
and the New Age, always with due gratitude for past favours,
and beginning a new hedonist life on the editorial staff of
Vanity Fair, which Frank Harris had made a man's paper
thriving, as always, on its Spy cartoons of notabilities.  Also
I was writing dramatic criticisms for the Star and short
essays called " turnovers" for the Globe.   Royalties came in
. from transktions such as Sudermann's Mummer Fires which
I did for Miss Horniman's theatre in Manchester.   I was
planning a book on Moliere's characters, in which one
should get acquainted with Alceste and Celimene as people
of our century, instead of thinking of them as figures in the
ckssics.  Two or three unacted plays lying in my own desk
did not seem to matter : a time for them would surely
come along.
I moved from a Bloomsbury attic into a top floor in
Mortimer Street, near Oxford Circus; and presently T. E.
Hulme, a writer on philosophy and translator of Bergson,
came to share it with me. Our link at first was that we had
been on the staff of The New Age together ; but soon we
found much more in common. Hulme made a strong
impression on his time, though his writings actually were
to be few (he was killed in 1917 on the Belgian coast, quite
near my own Company headquarters). A book about him
by Michael Roberts (1938) deals with his attitude to the
world. Tall and rather Prussian-looking, with greying fair
hair and blue eyes, he would sit for hours unwinding, as it
were, general ideas, with expansive gestures which began
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